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c?s aci accomplished monarch, Frank.   His
. You wrote to him ?
g. The very hour I heard that yon were here, [WEBLING
soxrly at hlm^\ Curse me, if that ain't the frostiest face of
gratitude I ever saw in my life. You've grown faint-hearted
on a diet of small-ale. What if you did leave Court under the
cloud of his Majesty's displeasure ? The sun never shines
brighter than when it shows forth after an eclipse.
WEBLING* You thought to do me a service, Bob, and I
suppose that I must thank you------
BOB. Oddslife, Susan, he supposes he must thank us 1 Why,
you whey-faced ingrate, we're the very impersonation of the
milk of human kindness,
WEBLING. The truth is, I hoped never to hear of the Court
again.
LADY SUSAN. Lud, Rcpington, we're visiting a lunatic,
WEBLING. I think you're visiting a man that has been cured
of lunacy.
BOB. By becoming a country bumpkin ?   You're dreaming,
WEBLING. May I never wake.
BOB. Didst ever dice all night, Frank ?
WEBLING. You know I did.
BOB. And afterwards strolled into St James's Park in the
cool of the dawn and bought new milk of the milkmaid that
has a cow there ? It's monstrous pleasant to be simple when
the playhouse and the gaming rooms are round the corner,
but simplicity when the reasonable requirements of a man of
quality are not within call is a nauseating, insipid idea. A man
that's had success at Court can't sit down in the country and
breed cabbages, Positively you don't know how waistcoats
are cut this last month.
WEBLING [interested]. There's been a change of fashion since
this ?                                                             [Indicates his waistcoat.
BOB. Split me, a revolution,   The King appeared one day
with------
LADY SUSAN. Don't tell him, Bob, let him come to town to
ad out.